an n 
ER 


10. * Ft 9 E. 5 IN 9 N 3 


" , 4 
——_ 8 i ts Tg DT 
N # 


C oOo NTAININ 


Six Choice Songs. 
Then farewel my trim built wherry 

2 On Entick's green meadow bet 
2 A whimſical farmer in Cheſhire | 
{'Twas ſummer lo foftly _. * 4 "ÞF 
5 In ſummer when the leaves were green 
b Sailors they get all the-money: 7 -- . - 
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HEN farewel my trim built Where. 
Oars and coat and badge, fare we Y 
Never more at Chelſea ferry, 


Shall your Thomas teke a ſpell. 


7 But to hope and peace a ſtranger, 
In the battle's heat I go; | 
Where expos'd to ev'ry danger, | 
Some frendly ball ſhall lay me low. 


— 


- Then may-hap, when homeward ſteering 


With the news my meſs-mate come; 
Even you, the ſtory hearing, 
With a figh may cry—poor Tom! 


ENTICK's GREEN MEADOW. 


Ot Enticksgreen meadow where innocence reigis, 
Where pleaſure ſports frech & plenty preſides, 
I romp'd with the maidens and pretty pong. ſwains, 


And Ralph fancy*d ſoon he ſhould call me his bride. 


| © When I firſt heard the drum with a row dow dow, 
Its muſic was ſweeter than ſoft ſeranade, 

I ſcorn'd all the maids for the row dow dow 
And ſigh'd for the captain with ſmart cockace. 
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When firſt I ſaw him he march'd oer the green, 
His men all behind him by two and by two, 7 5 
Such a fight in our village had never been een, 7 
The men all in ranks were drawn up to our view; 
When I firſt heard the drum with a row dow dow, 
FYoung Cupid .awaken'd, ſuch a buſtle he made, 
My heart beat a march with a row dow dow, 
And went o'er to the captain with ſmart cockade. 
Y. 


ly face took his fancy, he ſwore at my feet, : 
All his laurels he'd lay if I'd give him my hand, 
What maid could refuſe a young lover ſo ſweet |! 5 
80 I march'd to the church at the word of command. 
CNow my heart beats the march with a row dow dow, 
[ never repented the vow I then made, 
No muſic to me like the row dow dow, | 
Nor youth like the captain with ſmart cockade. 


The POLITIC FARMER: 


/ | 
A: Whimſical farmer in Eholhire they ſay, ; 
Determin'd no tax for his Horſe he would pay; 

So he ſaddled his cow, and then trotted away, 

Ho hard are the taxes of England, . 

J Yet for freedom we till ery huzza! 7 | 


With his chickens and eggs how he gallop'd along, 
And ſnapping his fingers dd Pt in his fong ; - 
What mortal will ſay that the farmer was EY 

) For hard are the taxes, &c. ' 


"Our day. light i is tax'd, and our bread "ey our vow 
New taxes indeed we find every New Lear; 
And a budget again we ſhall have, never ſon's 4 

How fiard are the taxes, &c. i 
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“ A tax upon gloves, and a tax upon hats, nov 
To ſuffer ſuch taxes we ſurely are flats) ; ff 
wonder, indeed there's no tax upon bee, 1 8 vet 

O the - d taxes, &c. Aan þ WA 
What next muſt be tax'd ſure muſt puszle their wit, $ FO 
Pump water perhaps their fancies may bt aneh 
For tax upon tax is the method of P—t, ha 

- Curſe light on the taxes, &c. elc 
The dreſs of the ladies, their ribbons and ruffs, b tin 


Their pins and their needles, their tippets and muffs, et 
No doubt he will tax, with their ſilks and their ſtuffs. Wen! 


. Curſe light on the taxes, &c. en 
A A tax upon eggs, upon hens, upon cocks, D 
A tax upon doors, upon boxes, and locks ; he | 
And a tex upon tongues to ſilence Charles Fox. ule 


4 O bravo the taxes, &c. | 
"64 Thus the farmer ſung as he trotted away, 


Determin'd no tax for his horſe he would pay; 4 
His heart it was light, and he wwe to be gay. 
In ſpite of the taxes, &c. _ | | 


BANKS of the DEE. 


Tast ſummer ſo ſoftly the breezes were blowing, 
And ſweetly the nightingale ſung ſrom a tree, 


At the ſoot of a rock when the river was flowing, 
I ſat myſelf down by the fide of the Dee. 


7 Flow on lovely Dee, flow on thou ſweet river, 


Thy banks pureſt ſtream ſhall be dear to me ever, 
Where I firſt gain'd the affection and favour, 


Of Jemmy the pride of the banks of the Dee. 


WE” 
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now he's gone from me, & left me thus mourning, 2 
/ quell the proud rebels, for valiant is he, 
et there's no hopes of his ſpeedy returning, 
b wander again on the bauks of the Dee. 7 | 
vit, N gone hapleſs youth ofer the loud e 5 
. frveetelt and kindeſt of all the brave fellowes, / 


| has left me to mourn among the lov'd willow, 
e lonlieſt maid on the banks of the Dee. > A . 


time and my prayers perhaps may reſtore him, 
et peace may reſtore my dear ſhepherd to me; 
en he comes home with ſuch care [Il watcho'erhim, 


e never ſhall quit the, ſweet banks of the Dee. 2 | , f 


Dee then ſhall flow, all its beauties diſplaying» | 
ie lambs on the banks ſhall again be ſeen playing, | 
ule I and my Jemmy are careleſly ſtraying, 4 
id taſting the ſweets of the banks of thee Den. 1 


ff, 
ts. 
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BANKS of SHANNON. F 
(ſummer when the leaves were green, 'Y 
nd bloſſoms deck'd each tree, a | 
ung Teddy then declar'd his lor 3 
is artleſs love to me; bog | | 
5 {Shannon's flow'ry banks we 1 : 
ind there he told his tale, 1 1 
ar Patty, ſofteſt of thy ſex, ; 
Dh let fond love prevail. l 
| well a-day ! you ſee me pine 
n ſorrow and deſpair, Oi | 
de. _ 8 
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Yet hced me not then let me die, 
And end my grief and care. 
Ah! no, dear youth, I ſoftly ſaid, 
Suck love demands my thanks, 
And here I vow eternal truth, 

On Shannon's flow'ry banks. 


4 
Again we vow'd eternal truths, 
On Shannon's flow'ry banks, 
With joy we gather'd ſweeteſt flower, 
And play'd ſuch artleſs pranks ; 
But woe 1s me, the preſs gang came, 
And fore'd my Ned away, 
Juſt when we nam'd next morning fair, 
To be our wedding-day. 


{© My love, he cry'd, they force he hence 
+ _ But ſtill my heart is thine, 
All peace be yours my gentle Pat, 
While war and toil is thine.; 
With riches I'll return to thee— 
I ſobb'd out words of thanks, 
And then we vow'd eternal truth, 
On Shannon's flow'ry banks. 


F'Once more we vow'd eternal truth, 
On Shannon's flow'ry banks, 
Alas! I 4aw him fail away, 
To join the hoſtile ranks ; 


om morn to eve for twelve dull months, „ 
lis abſence ſad I mourn'd, | 
he peace was made the ſhip came back, 


ut Teddy ne'er return dj... 7 ION 


s beauteous face and manly form, 

las won a nobler fair, 6 

y Teddy's falſe and I forlorn, | | * 

luft die in ſad deſpair; i * 
gentle maidens, ſee me laid, 

While you Rand round in ranks, 

nd plant a willow e'er my head, 

On Shannon's flow'ry banks. = 


The ROLLI NG SAILOR. 


AILORS they get all the money, 1 

soldiers they get nought but braſs, 

do love a Jolly failor, 

Vnce I was a ſailor's laſs. 

My mother {ent me to the well; | 

O my little rolling he; "it ; 

I will have a Jolly failor, „ 
Blyche and merry may he be. 4 


ly mother {ent me to the well, n 
o get ſome water for my tea, 5 $2 


x 


My foot ſlipt, and «< down J fell, 
The ſailor fell on top of me. 


pDon't you ſee the ſhip a coming ? 
Don't you fee her in full {ail ? 

Don't you ſee the ſhip Britannia? 
With the prizes at her tail. 


8 Oftentimes my mother told me, 
Sailors they would win my heart 
I never minded tho? ſhe told me, 
But would always take their part. 


3 


CG It was in the month of February, 
When the green leaves they did ſpring 
The little lambs did ſkip like fairies, 
Birds did couple, build and ſing. 
The roſe is red, the violet's blue, 
arnation's ſweet and ſo are yqu. 
O my little, &c;" ith 8 


